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Mooreditch ? 

Falf Thou haft the nioft vnfauory frailesL and art indeed 
the molt comparatiuc ralcalheft fweetyong Prince. But Ha! 
I preth c trouble me no more wit’tr V anitie,I would to God thou 
and Ikncw where a commodity df good names were to bee 
bought : an olde Lorde of the counfell rated me the other dtv 
in tlic ftreetc about you fir, but I markt him not, and yet lice 
talkt very wifely, but I regarded him not, and yet he talkt wile- 
iy and in the ltrectto. 

Trines. Thou didft vve l,for wifedom cries out in the ftreers 
and no man regards it. * 

F*/f. O, thou haft damnable iteration, and art indeed able 
to corrupt a faint; thou haft donemuchhanne vnto nice Hal 
God lorgiue thee font : before I knewe theca*/, I-knewe no! 
tiling, and now am I, if a man Ihouldfpeake truely, little better 
then one of the wicked : I mult giue oucr this life,, and I will 
giuc it oner: by the Lord and I doe net, I am a villaine, ilebec 
damnci for neuer a kings ionne in Cliriltendoin.' ^; 

Trin ' Where lhall we take a purfe to morroi^iaeice'> . 

Jr*' ?. ounds w 5 1 ’ er ^ c !'; cu wilclad > lIe ‘Bake one, an I do not 
call me villaine and baffcll me* 

Pr/>;. I fee a good amendment oflife in thee,from waving-; 
to purl e-taking. r J 

Fa/. WhyJIa!/x my vocation Hal, c’is no linnc fora man 
to labour in ins vocation. Unteyp o'mes 

Poynes,nowc /hall wcknowc if Gads lull haue feta match. 
Ojifmen were to be faued by n\erit, what hole in hel were hoc 
enough for him? this is the moll omnipotent villaine that euer 
cry ed ftand,to a true man. 

Prince, Good morrowyNTw/# 

PeiKcs. Good morrow fweetc Hal What faies Monfieur 
remor/e -3 what fay es fir Iohn Sacke , and Sugar Iackc? howc 
agrees the aeuill and thee about thy /oulethat thou fouldeft 
him on good Friday laft,fbr a cup of Medera and a cold capons 
legge? l 

Prince. Sir I ohn Bands to his word, the dcuiil fhall haue his 
bargain e,f or he was neuer yet a breaker ofprouerbes : he will 
gmc the diucll his due. 


foinei 


of Henry the fourth . 

Topes. Then iart thou damnd for keeping thy word withthc 

Prince. Elfe he had bin damnd for ccolcning the diuell. 

To/. Butmy lads, my lads, to morrow morning , by foure a 
clocke early at Gads lull, there are pilgrims going to Cantur- 
bune with rich offerings, arid traders rising to London vVith fat 
purfes. I haue vizards for you all 5 you haue horfesforypur 
fellies, Gadlbill lies to night in Rochellcr , I haue belpoke (up- 
per to morrow night in H aft C heaps ; we may doe it as fccure as 
ileepe; if you will goe, 1 will ilulfc yourpurfcsfuli of crownes: 
if you will not, tane at home and be hangd. 

Falf Heare ye Y edward, if l tame at home and goe not, 
fie hang you for going. 

To. You will chops, 

Falf. Ha/fWilt thou make one? 

Trin. Who, I rob? I a tiiiefe ? not I by my faith. 

Falf. Ther’s neither honellie, manhood, nor goodfcllowfl>ip 
mtheejnorthoucameftnotof the bloud royali, if choudarcK. 
not ftafid for ten ihilhngs, 

Tri»ce. W ell then, oncein my-dayes f le be a madcap. 

Falf. W hy that's w ell laid. 

Trin. Well, come what will, i’le Carrie at home. 

Falf. By the lord, fie bea traitor then , when thou art king. 

Trin. I care not. 

To. Sir Iohn, I preetbe leaue the prince and me alone, I will 
lay himdownefuch reafons for thi? aduenture, tl>at he flialgo., 

Falf. Wei, God giue thee the /pint of perlwafion, and him 
the eares of profiting, that whatthou fpeakeft may moue, and 
what he hearts, may be beleeued, that the true prince may (tor 
recreation fake) proue a falfe thiefe, for the poore abufes of the 
time want countenanceifarcwel, you Dial find 111 c in Eaftchcap 

Pm.Farewel the latter fpring T farcvvel Aihallowne fimnner. 

Fain. Now my good iwcet hony Lord , ride with vs to mor- 
row, I haue a iealt to execute , that I cannot mannage alone. 
Falltalfife, Harucy,llofsil!,and Gadlliil,llial rob thofe men that 
we haue already way-laid, your felfe and 1 will not beethere: 
and when they iiaue the bootie, ifyouand I doe not rob them, 
cut this head off from my fkculders. 

B Trin. 
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